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LOVERS’S ENEMY 


Enemies 
His last name is Lovers, but there’s no love lost between my 
brother’s best friend and l. 


But when my brother’s best friend, the one who’s been 
teasing me for years, loses his paralegal and needs a 
replacement pronto they both look at me. 


Friends 
So he wants to play nice now, huh? He’s trying to be all 
friendly. 


Well | may be a younger woman, but I'm not falling for any 
older man tricks, especially not from my brother’s best 
friend and my mortal enemy. 


Lovers 

As Lovers Legal, his law office, heats up things get even 
hotter between us too. When my brother hears that we’ve 
settled our enemy status in and out of the courtroom and 
we're set to become lovers for life, will he try and convince 
me this is a case of a naive younger woman falling for an 
older man only for him to have her dismissed? 


*Lovers’s Enemy is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Paisley 


“That’s almost double what | was paying my last paralegal!” 
Lucas, my brother’s best friend, says to me as he practically 
spits out his Starbucks. 


“This is West Hollywood, Lucas. It costs a lot to live here.” 
“You're twenty-two years old and barely out of college.” 


“I'm a four-year college graduate and | just completed the 
Paralegal Studies program at Georgetown, the only degree 
of its kind to be approved by the American Bar Association 
in our country’s capital, and | did it in ten weeks during their 
intensive summer program.” 


“Let me translate that for you,” he begins looking at me with 
those baby blue eyes of his that have been my downfall for 
years. Even when he teased me as a kid I rarely had a 
comeback because I’d just get so caught up in his looks, and 
| was more caught up in my studies than interested in 
getting into a teasing competition with him. Not to mention 
he’s always been darn near perfect, and there’s nothing 
much, if at all, to tease him about. 


But now the power’s in my hand and I’m going to make him 
pay for all those years of torment. And the torment to 

come. Because as much as I know it’s going to be a 
challenge working with him at the fast paced family law firm 
he runs, | know the bigger challenge is going to be keeping 
it a secret that | fell for him long ago. 


“You have a mountain of debt, no experience, and aren’t 
properly qualified in the state of California. You think 
anyone here cares that you graduated from the number one 
ranked paralegal program in the country when we have both 
number two, that being UCLA, and number four, which is 
University of San Diego, practically off the exact same 
freeway?” 


“Well then why don’t you hire someone from UCLA or 
University of San Diego then? It sounds like you’ve got it all 
figured out,” | say as I tip back the last of my iced vanilla 
bean coconut milk latte and pop in the last bite of my 
reduced-fat cinnamon swirl coffee cake. And my mom 
complained that picking out baby names was tough. The 
Starbucks marketing team seems to have all the words in 
the entire English and Italian languages to choose from. 
Jeez Louise. 


| stand up and push my chair in. If there’s one thing | know 
about Lucas is that his ego is a big as the Pacific Ocean, and 
he'll do anything to keep it from getting bruised... especially 
by a girl. 

“Okay. Fine. But only because you’re Paul’s sister” 


“You mean only because I’m qualified and you're desperate.’ 


“I’m not desperate,” he says downing his black coffee and 
standing himself. “And | need you to start asap.” 


“I'll be in tomorrow first thing.” 
“Can you come by this afternoon?” 


“Not desperate, huh?” 


He shoots me a look that says he’s too cool to answer. 
“Fine. lIl be there at three.” 


He stands and holds the front door open for me. As I slide 
underneath his outstretched arm I smell his scent. | haven’t 
smelled it in four long years and oh do I miss it. It’s a fresh, 
summery scent, but masculine at the same time. I’ve 
smelled it on him under all circumstances... after sports, in 
the evening, first thing in the morning and I’ve come to the 
realization that it’s just his own pheromones at play. The 
guy is so sexy he ought to have his own cologne. | giggle a 
bit imagining some machine hooked up to him twenty-four 
seven while he ran on a treadmill and the machine just 
pulling the sweat right off of him. It’s gross and funny at the 
same time. 


“Whoa,” | hear a voice say and | turn to see two girls in line 
turn and sniff the air Apparently I’m not the only one who 
noticed, and | notice them as actresses from some movie | 
saw on Netflix last week. There are so many of those Barbie 
doll actress types in Southern California and it makes the 
competition for guys stiff. 


| shoot them a dirty look and they quickly return the favor, 
or should I say lack thereof 


Before I’ve even turned around | see Lucas is quickly on his 
way to his shiny gunmetal gray Porsche. 


“Aren’t you gonna say thanks?” | ask. 


“I was about to ask you the same thing,” he says looking 
back over his shoulder at me. “See you at three,” he says as 


he jumps in the driver’s seat and exits the parking lot at an 
angle, as Porsche drivers must do in order not to bottom out. 


And right now the only thing that’s bottomed out is my 
chances of actually having something with him. Something 
more than being the butt of his childish jokes and insults. 
But those days are long gone. These days I can dish it out 
as well as | can take it. You don’t spend four years out east 
without sharpening your wit and crafting some pretty killer 
comebacks. 


But as usual I’ve got no comeback for Lucas Lovers. 
Yeah, what a last name, huh? 


But he’s made it very apparent there’s still no love lost 
between us. 


CHAPTER 2 


Lucas 


“Whew!” | yell out my window after I’m two stoplights down 
on Sunset Boulevard. 


Some guy in the car next to me gives me an awkward eye, 
but | don’t care. 


Today is a huge win and I’ve got to keep the momentum 
rolling now through three o’clock when Paisley comes into 
the office to begin. 


It cost a pretty penny to lock her down as my new paralegal, 
but little does she know | would have paid a whole lot more. 


And no I’m not desperate, but damn if I’m not hungry as hell 
and filled with desire. 


For her. 


No way I’m going to let some other firm hire her... especially 
not after | saw that graduation picture of her last week. She 
looks waaay different than when she graduated high school 
four years ago. 


Those days are long gone. She’s still got her blonde hair, 
but gone is the shapeless body, the braces, and from the 
way she handled herself just now the clumsiness is gone too. 


The way she marched right in the front door of that 
Starbucks turning heads from left to right, front back and 


center. 


| tried to play it cool in my Cartier sunglasses, but damn was 
my heart beating right out of my chest. Watching her lips 
move as she calmly negotiated what’s likely the biggest 
paralegal package in the entire state, all the while doing it 
in-between bites of that pastry she ordered. It’s like the 
whole thing was child’s play to her... but she’s not a little girl 
anymore. That low cut perfectly bleached white top 
revealed more than enough cleavage to let me know that 
right away. 


And as much as that cleavage can be a huge asset when it 
comes to legal proceedings, the first thing I’m going to do is 
give her a bonus to buy some new clothes. No way in hell is 
she going to walk around looking so damn hot in the office 
like that. 


First of all l'm not going to be able to get anything done as it 
IS. 


And second of all, and more importantly, there’s no way I’m 
letting clients see her like that. 


She’s mine now, and not just when it comes to business. 


Once she signs that paperwork this afternoon I'll have her 
under contract from nine to five five days a week, but what 
I’m really after is her name signed on the dotted line on 
another kind of contract. The one they issue down at city 
hall. 


A marriage certificate. Yeah, | may have been immature 
back then teasing my best friend’s little sister, but at least 
I’ve finally come to my senses. 


And now I’m going to come inside her so deep and so often 
that we’re going to have our own little kids running around 
every room of our house. 


She’s mine now whether she knows it or not. 


And she’s gonna know it sooner rather than later You can 
count on it. 


CHAPTER 3 


Paisley 
| see my brother Paul’s name on my cell phone screen and 
hit the answer button as | fumble for the wireless headset | 
got off eBay for six dollars last week. 


“Can you hear me, Paisley? Are you there?” 


“Paul. Hey, I’m here. Sorry | was just plugging in my 
earphones.” 


“Sounds like you were in Iraq. Everything okay over there?” 
“Yeah.” 

“What’s that sound? Are you driving?” 

“Yeah, I’m on my way to...take care of some stuff.” 

“Still moving in?” 


“Yeah, it’s a process. A process of Ikea taking all my money 
that is.” 


“| know the feeling, but don’t worry you'll find a job soon. 
You're only twenty-two so Ikea furniture and ramen noodles 
it’s a normal part of life.” 


“Because I’m twenty-two? Last | remember your place is still 
entirely outfitted by Ikea. It’s like they sponsor your 


bachelor pad while Top Ramen has the rights to your kitchen 
cupboard.” 


“You mean Nissin.” 
“Huh?” 


“Nissin. They’re the manufacturer of Top Ramen. They own 
the trademark, copyright and global licensing rights.” 


“Spoken like a true intellectual property lawyer,” | say. 
“Speaking of law how’s the job search coming along?” 


“Good,” | say leaving it at that and hoping he won't ask a 
follow up question. 


“Good how? Like good you've got some leads? Good you've 
got some interviews? Or good you've got a job?” 


Well he didn’t ask a follow up question. He asked four of 
them. 


“Good I’ve got a job.” 


“Congrats! We should grab a drink. When were you 
planning on telling me by the way?” 


“| just got it and | figured you’d find out soon enough.” 


“Why, once you tell mom you know it’s going to spread 
through the family like wildfire?” 


| let out an audible laugh. “Yeah, that’s for sure.” 


“So she doesn’t know yet?” 


“No, nobody does,” | say. “You’re breaking up,” | say 
preparing to end the call before giving away too much 
information. 

“Really? You're coming in loud and clear on my end.” 
Shoot. 


“So who locked down your services?” 


Of all the ways he could have asked me he worded it like 
that. 


“| agreed to terms with Lovers Legal.” 


“Very funny. Who did you really sign with...and did they 
give you a bonus? Drinks on you if so.” 


| try to play it off and fight the urge to exhale hard or 
change my tone of voice giving away any clues. 


“No, really | signed with Lucas’ firm. He made me the best 
offer by a mile.” 


“What? But you just got back in town. How many 
interviews did you go on?” 


“Paul! You're the one who told me to meet with him.” 


“Yeah, | was just trying to help him out. You know his 
paralegal quit and | thought it would be good interview 
practice for you. You know since you knew him it would be 
an easy first interview before you moved up to the bigger 
firms.” 


“Well, it was an easy interview...in that we agreed over 
coffee.” 


“Over coffee? You two had coffee. How come I wasn’t 
invited?” 


“Well, back in the day it would have been nice to have you 
there, but these days | can handle him myself,” | say 
knowing that I’m lying my butt off. At least | couldn’t handle 
driving around town in wet panties, which is one of the 
reasons | needed time to go home and change before going 
over to his office. 


“Yeah, | keep forgetting. You're all grown up.” 
If only Lucas could notice that too. 


“Well, keep your eyes open,” Paul says. “Firms try and 
poach paralegals all the time. Maybe somebody will make 
you a better offer and you can consider a different firm.” 


Do | detect a little jealousy? A little possessiveness from my 
own brother? | know men aren’t usually as good at hiding 
their desires as women, but he’s pretty much telegraphing 
what he’s thinking right now whether he knows it or not. 
Isn't part of being a good lawyer mastering the art of hiding 
your true intentions when need be? And my brother is a 
good lawyer, but right now his cards seem to be very much 
on the table and the deal is he wants me at another firm 
than the one his best friend runs. 


“Yeah, I’m a fan of loyalty, like the way the two of you have 
been loyal to each other all these years.” 


“You're probably right,” he says after along pause. “If only 
everyone in this city thought that way.” 


“If only,” | say. 

Silence. 

“Okay, | better let you go,” I say “I’m almost there.” 
“Almost where?” 

“At his office.” 

“His office?” 

“Yeah, | start today.” 

“Wow, that was fast,” my brother says. 


“| had an offer and I took it,” | say. “Okay, pretend you're 
surprised when mom gives you the news.” 


“Will do.” He pauses. “And Paisley?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Be careful.” 

“Always,” | say instead of getting into it with him about how 
I’m an adult now. | hang up the phone but my brother’s 
words ring in my ears. 

Because he’s right. | need to be very careful around the guy 
who easily has the ability to break my heart, absolutely 


crush it more accurately. 


And the guy I’ve agreed to work for day in and day out for 
what’s likely the next year, with a ninety-day probationary 


period. 


Ninety days to see if the employee is on good behavior is 
how these things work out. But in this case I’m not sure who 
will be bad first. 


CHAPTER 4 


Lucas 
“Two years?” Paisley says reading over the contract. 


“It’s not that long and you know...! didn’t want to put myself 
in a position like the one I’m in now,” | say. But damn are 
there a whole lotta positions I’d like to put her in right now 
and the first one starts with bending her over this desk and 
making her mine before the ink even dries on the signature 
line...assuming she agrees to the terms. 


“This contract is pretty basic.” 

“| didn’t see the point in a bunch of legal mumbo jumbo.” 
“You're a lawyer. You should be addicted to that stuff. Non- 
disclosure agreements. Early termination clauses. Non- 
competes. | mean you deal with family law for Pete’s sake. 
You spend every day of the year seeing what happens when 
the lack of legal mumbo jumbo turns into legal and 
courtroom drama.” 


“Yeah, but those are people who don’t know how to get 
along.” 


“Oh really? And we...get along?” 


Her eyes move from the page up to mine and my need for 
her deepens and my cock hardens. 


“We better We work together now.” 


“Not until | sign this contract,” she says. 


And she’s right. Right now she’s got all the power. All those 
years of teasing Paul’s little sister can come back and bite 
me in the ass if she gets the last laugh and just walks out. 


But I’m the one who’s supposed to be biting her ass, and 
grabbing it, and slapping it hard showing her who’s in 
control. 


I’ve never had a woman talk to me this way. Never. And | 
would never tolerate it..if it wasn’t her The girl |I want. The 
girl who was right under my nose all these years, but | was 
too juvenile to admit it. 


Instead | did what any inexperienced boy would do. | made 
jokes. | hid my true intentions. 


But not anymore. 


I’m not a boy anymore and she’s no girl. We're both adults. 
I’m thirty freaking years old and | know what I want and all 
that | want. 


A family with her. 


“Is this a good idea?” she asks her eyes drifting from mine 
down my face and across my lips. Then down the length of 
my jacket and to my groin, where my navy blue slacks are 
doing their best attempt to hide my desire for her... but 
they’re failing miserably. 


“This will be the best decision you ever make. Trust me.” 


Her eyes wander back up to meet mine. “That’s what I’m 
worried about,” she says and then scribbles her signature on 
the dotted line without removing her eyes from mine. 


She straightens herself back up and | realize just how close 

we are. | can feel the heat from her arm, even though she’s 
also got on a suit jacket. And she’s wearing a cream colored 
top this time, showing just as much cleavage as before and 

damn do I want to look. To stare. To take what’s mine. 


| move closer to her and feel my finger brush against her 
jacket. | expect her to jump, but instead she moves in closer 
causing my cock to twitch and | can already feel the wetness 
of its tip drag across the inside of my boxer briefs. 


How | wish | was inside her now, making this contract official 
in another way. Celebrating in a way that will cause us to 
celebrate in another nine months. 


“Mr Lovers?” 


My head jerks toward the door and | see Chastity standing 
there. How in the hell did she get in here? 


“Sorry, | just wanted to come by and get my final paycheck.” 


“| better be going,” Paisley says and I’m so angry | could 
slam my fist on the desk harder than any judge has ever 
slammed a gavel, but | stay cool... at least for now. 


“I'll show you out,” | say as | walk Paisley to the elevator and 
she gets in without another word. 


| watch her from behind as she enters and then turns to face 
me. The doors quickly shut with only a shared stare from 
one to the other and suddenly she’s gone. 


“Mr Lovers. My final check?” Chastity says. 


| turn and move back toward my desk wondering why she 
didn’t just wait another couple days for the direct deposit, 
but I’m not in any mood to argue. 


“Is that my replacement?” she asks as | write out the amount 
and her name on the payee line. | can’t remember the last 
time | wrote one of these things. 


“To answer your question,” | begin and Chastity gives mea 
strange look. I’m sure she was expecting a yes or no 
answer. “You did a good job while you were here and I’m 
thankful for your help. But the girl you just saw...she’s no 
one’s replacement. She’s one of a kind and she’s mine 
forever.” 


Chastity backs up a step from my desk taken aback and 
frightened at my words. | tear off the check and hand it to 
her She can’t get to the elevator fast enough. 


But | don’t follow her or see her out. I’m happy to see her 
go, because her resignation made bringing Paisley in that 
much easier | would have created a spot for Paisley if | had 
to. | wanted her here...needed her here. Chastity was just a 
convenient excuse and now it won't look so obvious to her 
brother. 


He’s my best friend and | want it to remain that way, but I’m 
willing to risk it all for his sister But if | can just let this play 
out for a few days before | make my move on Paisley it might 
make things easier with Paul. 


But when I say, “make my move,” it’s like I’m in control of 
the situation, when clearly I’m not. | just proved my lack of 


control right now. 


First | got hard when I was so close to Paisley and then | 
Snapped at Chastity. 


Control? | lost it the minute | saw that graduation picture. 


Or more accurately since | first started teasing her when we 
were kids. 


So the thought of me figuring out how to handle this is a 
pipe dream. 


My thoughts are primal and my hunger feral and there’s no 
amount of rhyme or reason that will stop either of those 
things when she’s around. 


And that means there’s no stopping me when it comes to 
her. 


CHAPTER 5 


Paisley 
The next morning 


“This is your keycard for the front doors. You just tap it here 
like this,” Butch the security guard to the building says. | 
don’t know if Butch is his given name or not, but it sure suits 
him. The only guy with broader shoulders and who I'd rather 
have with me if | found myself in a dark alley at night... is 
standing right behind me. 


Suddenly big Butch who was so easy-going and nice a 
second ago has gone from standing in the low rising 
morning sun to being completely covered by ashadow And 
the smile on his face has been replaced with a fear in his eye 
and an audible gulp that echoes off the side of the building. 


“You were to call me when Miss Parsons arrived.” 
“I’m sorry, sir | meant to ring your office, but I...” 


“I'll take it from here,” Lucas says as he rips the keycard 
from Butch’s hand and | feel his other take me by the waist 
as he leads me to the elevator. 


All those years Lucas spent making a fool out of me and now 
he practically goes and makes a fool out of himself He used 
to tease me like a schoolboy, but now he’s practically 
getting into a fight with the local bully... over me. 


But I’m not sure if Butch is the local bully around here. He’s 
definitely big and strong enough, but I think he’s probably a 
gentle giant. And seeing the rage on Lucas’ face after he 
caught Butch smiling at me and chatting with me I can see 
there’s really only one true alpha in this building. 


The one | work for. 


The one who’s got me in the elevator and is personally 
escorting me up to his office right now. Correction... our 
offices. 


“Not a Butch fan?” | ask, throwing a little salt on the wound 
and trying to gauge Lucas’ true interest level in me. 


“He has a job todo. So do I. He didn’t do his job properly. | 
will.” 


“Show me how to use the keycard? What is there that’s 
improper about the way he did it?” 


“Well, for starters he was to call me when you arrived. And 
secondly you’re not going to use that entrance.” 


“What am I going to use the helipad on the roof?” 
“Not yet.” 


“There’s a helipad on the roof?” | ask. It was just a joke, but 
apparently not. 


“Yes, but it’s not for our office. But what is for our office is 
the back elevator We deal with family law These cases can 
be very emotional and people can get crazy. You need to be 
safe at all times. That’s why you'll drive a company car, and 
park in the garage. There’s a special spot for you right by 


the elevator You can take the parking garage elevator all 
the way up or you can come to the lobby and take the other 
elevator up, not the main one.” 


“Is this really necessary?” 

“What does a bad guy look like?” 

“Come again?” 

“Can you point out a bad guy on the street to me?” 
“Probably some. Yeah.” 

“How about all of them?” 

“How in the world could | do that?” 


“Exactly. And until you can you don’t take the front 
entrance. Your safety is paramount.” 


Is this the same guy who teased me when | fell from the 
swing at recess when | was five and he was thirteen? Our 
school combined grades kindergarten through eight so we 
actually went to the same school for a brief time. And when 
he went off to high school he was just in another building so 
I'd see him from time to time during the day or when he 
stayed after school for practice with his sports teams. 


Not just me. All the girls saw him. | think he was the entire 
school’s first crush. All the girls definitely and even some of 
the guys. Talk about mass appeal. 


But massive was more like it. How in the world did he make 
Butch look so small? Butch is easily six foot four and two 
hundred forty pounds and he cowered at the sight of Lucas. 


But something is strange about that. While Butch was 
actually afraid of him this morning, all those years he teased 
me | never was. | was just a bit annoyed by him... okay a lot 
annoyed, but never scared. | always knew he would never 
do anything to actually hurt me and | found out years later 
that the real reason he got kicked out of school for an entire 
week his sophomore year was that some of the boys were 
joking about me in the locker room. Paul tried to stand up to 
them, but he wasn’t big enough... especially on his own. But 
when Lucas threw his helmet down and then threw them 
down, there wasn’t another word spoken about me... even 
when he graduated and went off to college 


| guess it was an unwritten rule after that. I’m not sure, but 
I’m sure that’s what happened. | have it on record from 
multiple sources. It came out at our graduation parties. And 
all those years | heard it was because he had failed a class 
and then got angry because he was suspended for one game 
and then punched the crap out of the locker room. 


Well, the locker room got dented all right, not from his fists... 
but from the bodies of the guys who were saying bad things 
about me. 


But standing next to him here in this elevator | can see how 
those guys must have felt in that locker room. Being 
trapped with this massive mound of muscles in a small 
space with nowhere to run and nowhere to hide. And 
humans can sense fear just as animals do. Maybe not nearly 
as acutely, but we can still tell when someone's scared. 


But I’m not scared of what he might do to me before we 
reach our floor, but what | want him to do to me in that time. 


l'm so tempted to hit the red stop button and throw myself 
at him and see just how aggressive he can get. 


But I’ve told myself over and over again that | want my first 
time to be drawn out and romantic building up to a sort of 
fireworks ending. 


But I’m so hot and ready for him I’d happily take my first 
time any way | can get it..as long as it’s with him. 


“Thank you for thinking about my...safety,” | say. 


He just looks down at me and then back at the doors as we 
reach our floor. 


“Isn’t that what your...a...man is Supposed to do?” 
| catch his possessive slip and say nothing. 


“And | wasn’t trying to bring it to your attention, but now 
you know.” 


“Do | know?” I ask. 
“Yes, | just told you.” 


“You just told me about my security or about what my man is 
supposed to do?” 


| wait and he says nothing. 
The doors which had opened start to close and his arm jets 


out and the palm of his hand catches the door freezing its 
horizontal movement and the elevator doesn’t move. 


He just stares at me holding the elevator open like he’s 
Superman and I’m Lois Lane. Like those big metal doors are 
nothing to him and his comments about my security only 
seem all the more real Knowing this is the man who could 
protect me from anything. 


“Both,” he says. 


His bicep flexes and the doors reopen. He moves his hand 
holding the elevator doors open and | pass through. 


| can feel his eyes on my behind and | give it a little extra 
Shake, just for him. 


If he’s gonna watch out for me then his prize is he gets to 
watch out for all of me. 


And all | can think of is watching the expression on his face 
as for the first time I slip out of my business suit and into my 
birthday suit... but that will have to wait. 


| may be a younger woman, but I’m wise enough not to fall 
for any of his older man tricks. He’s way more experienced 
at relationships than | am and when it comes to relationships 
| only want one. 


Him. But | want the commitment that comes with it. 
And he’s yet to prove he’s nothing more than a sweet talker 
looking to taste my sweetness and then pull the wool over 


my eyes like he did so many times before. 


I’m too old for his tricks, and | could be wrong, and | sure 
hope | am, but it seems like he’s outgrown them too. 


But is he grown up enough for a real relationship...and one 
that leads to us watching kids of our own grow up right 
before our eyes? 


CHAPTER 6 


Lucas 
| get Paisley set up at her desk and then bring her into my 
office to show her the first case she’ll be working on. As 
much as | want to work my way into her life, | need to stay 
focused with this backlog of cases or my life’s going to hita 
rough patch in the form of unsatisfied clients. Unfortunately 
with so many divorces these days it’s tough to keep up. 
| give Paisley a second to read over the brief 
“So what does this tell you?” | ask. 
“This is a case of age and infidelity.” 
“Exactly. They weren’t mature enough to get married and 
then when eyes started to wander their immaturity and lack 
of commitment to the promises they made to each other 
came to the forefront.” 
“You said, ‘Exactly,’ so that’s how you see it too?” 


“How else would you see it?” | ask. 


She looks at me like this is more about something else than 
just the case. 


“That they were too young to get married, right?” | ask. 


“So people can’t get married when they’re young? Fall in 
love for life when they’re young? Know what they want 


when they’re young?” 


“I’m not saying that at all. It’s just that they were too 

young. There are certain patterns you see repeated in this 
line of work, such as people who get married young tend to 
be more likely to divorce, but that’s just a pattern. It doesn’t 
mean that fate becomes everyone.” 


She looks at me as if she’s still trying to decide if her 
question has been answered in a way she finds acceptable 
or not. It’s not hard to see right through her question 
though. | know what she’s referring to. Her and us. 


And I’m not giving her some answer just to appease her, just 
to say what I think she wants to hear. It’s the truth, and 
being a lawyer involves getting down to the truth. And a lot 
of times neither party really wants to give it to you... only 
their version of certain events...events that they carefully 
select to make their narrative sound more real and more 
appealing. 


That’s not me. I’m a straight shooter and I’m being straight 
with her 


“But you make it sound like their age lead to his infidelity,” 
she says 


“Their immaturity led to their infidelity.” 
“Their infidelity?” 
“She cheated too, and technically she cheated first.” 


“It didn’t say that in the brief” 


“It’s buried deeper in the document and the way the 
evidence was gathered makes it harder to use in court, not 
to mention she’s the one filing for divorce so we have to look 
at the facts we’ve been given.” 

“Wait, she cheated first and she’s filing for divorce?” 
“Emotional abuse.” | pause. “I know you have all the 
education in the world about being a paralegal and that’s 
one of the reasons | hired you, but what we aren’t is the 
judge. We can only go with the facts we're given and the 
path the couple is trying, or not trying, to take. That’s our 
job here. If we make these cases personal then you'll take 
this work home with you and you'll never want to get up off 
your couch to so much as think about going on a date 
again.” 

“Is that what happened to you?” 

Ouch. “No,” | say, but I’ve never really thought about it. 
“That was a fast answer.” 

“Because it hasn’t happened to me.” 

“But | hear you haven’t been dating,” she asks. 

“Where did you hear that from?” 

“My brother” 

“And why were you asking him about my dating life?” 


“I wasn’t. He just told me in passing.” 


“Right. In passing,” | say. 


“Your name came up. | asked how you were. He told me.” 


And that’s not the only thing coming up right now. I feel her 
body move slightly closer to mine and my cock rises. 


“I've been busy with work.” 


“Too busy for all those ladies who are always looking your 
way?” 


“What ladies?” 

“Come on, Lucas. I’m not blind.” 

“It doesn’t mean I’m looking back.” 

“Did you ever cheat on one of them? Would you cheat?” 
“In what way?” 

“Oh! If you have to ask that then you’re already trying to 
play in the gray areas in a part of life that’s very black and 
white. It’s a yes or no question and it looks very much like 
your answer is yes.” 

“My answer is no, for reasons you’re not aware of,” | say 
trying to defuse this without admitting something I’ve been 
keeping secret from her. 

“Are you sure about that?” 


“Positive.” 


“What reasons then?” 


“It’s personal.” 

“Personal? | thought we were friends, Lucas. | thought you 
wanted to play nice now after all those years of teasing. 
We're friends right? You can tell me anything.” 


Now she’s the one teasing me and of course | don’t like it 
when the shoe’s on the other foot. 


Not to mention this isn’t the way I’d planned this... this 
confession so to speak. 


“Come on, Lucas. Out with it.” 

| take a deep breath and figure this was going to come out 
sooner rather than later Better to get it over with now and 
to get on with getting what | really want. 


Her. 


“You can’t cheat, at least in the physical sense, if you’ve 
never been with someone can you?” 


“Very funny,” she says. 

“What’s so funny about it?” 

“You're trying to tell me you’ve never been with anyone?” 
“You heard me.” 


The turned up corners of her mouth immediately flatten to 
match the flat tone of my answer. I’m dead serious. 


“You've really never...” 


It just hangs in the air like a dark cloud. 

“No.” 

“But all those girls who wanted nothing more than—“ 
“Let’s talk about something else.” 


“But why? How could you resist? No guy could resist all 
those opportunities...and literally being thrown at his feet.” 


“Back to the case, Paisley,” | say trying to get back to work, 
but she’s not having it. She’s got the wound open and now 
she can’t stop picking at it. 


“Why? You still haven’t told me why?” 
I’ve had enough. 


“You wanna know why! Huh? You wanna know why? lII tell 
you why. Because | was in love with you. | was always in 
love with you and I still am! | just didn’t know it then but 
now I do! All right?” 


I can hear the last words echo off the walls as she stares at 
me. 


| look down at those lips at her expression and | swear her 
lips parts slightly. All that pent up desire is boiling inside me 
and she turns her body sideways straightening up to me 
even more and I can’t wait any longer. 


| grab her by the waist and pull her body into mine feeling 
her breasts press against me just before | lean in and press 
my lips against hers. 


My eyes close and | swear | can see fireworks and feel them 
too as a shock of adrenaline rips right through me when | 
feel her kiss me back hard. 


CHAPTER 7 


Paisley 


Somehow we made it through the day without another 
romantic incident. | say it like it’s a police report... romantic 
incident. But those words are appropriate considering how 
we practically assaulted each other’s mouths after so many 
years of pent up lust and desire. 


But this is so much more. This was dynamite that was 
exploding today and | know it’s going to explode at an even 
bigger level real soon... maybe even tonight by the way 
Lucas was out of the office most of the afternoon, but | know 
he wasn’t working on cases. 


After we caught our breaths from our kiss, and then put our 
professional faces back on, Lucas asked me if | had plans for 
tonight. When | told him no he gave me a pile of cases to 
work on and then told me he'd be back around five to pick 
me up. 

And not to make plans. 

And cancel all our appointments for tomorrow. 

He’s planning something big and he’s planning it fast. 

He’s a man who knows what he wants and he’s not wasting 
time. We’ve both wasted years of it already and we won’t 


waste any more. 


Not now Not now that we know what we know. 


At five he calls me and tells me to take the back elevator 
down and transfer in the lobby to the garage elevator, where 
he'll be in one minute. He just called in advance to give me 
time and in case his phone didn’t get reception down there. 


It makes me realize now that maybe he wasn’t being overly 
paranoid about my safety, and after that kiss | know why. 


He’s got bigger plans for our “relationship.” 

The way he kissed me told me that. The way he grabbed me 
and pulled me in close like he couldn’t control himself The 
way his lips crashed into mine. The way my mouth parted 
for him. 


God, it was incredible and all I’ve been able to think about 
all day is doing it again. 


| make my way down and get into his car and am 
immediately greeted with another passionate kiss. 


“Is this how it’s always going to be?” 
“Yes and no,” he says. 
“No?” | say making a pouty face. 


“Yes, because you're going to be getting a whole lot of those 
kisses from here on out.” 


“Why the no?” 


“Because from here on out we go everywhere together. | 
won’t make you wait for me like you had to this afternoon.” 


“But the wait was worth it,” | say. 

“| hope you'll feel that way in about ninety minutes.” 
“What happens in ninety minutes?” 

“We arrive somewhere where we should arrive in forty-five 
minutes.” | laugh at his reference to LA.’s traffic jam 
problems, especially around rush hour. 

“| was thinking about that first case we looked at,” | say. 
“And?” 

“You know in some ways it reminded me of us.” 

“Us? They’re getting a divorce.” 

“Some ways,” | say. “But more like the opposite of us.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Age had a lot to do with our relationship as well, but ina 
different way.” 


“You mean my immaturity,” he says. 
“Well, I’m glad you said it and not me.” 


He reaches over and places his hand on my knee squeezing 
it. 


“Better | realize my mistakes now than never.” 


“But it wasn’t a mistake exactly | mean subconsciously | 
think neither of us wanted to rush into anything and we 


used our best, let’s call them defense mechanisms, at the 
time to deal with that.” 


“Interesting concept,” he says. “You always were mature for 
your age.” 


“And you’ve matured quite nicely,” | say running my eyes up 
and down his body as I watch the way he maneuvers that 
stick shift as he weaves in and out of traffic. He’s listening 
but he is trying to get us to whatever he has planned. As he 
moves in and out of traffic he does so safely, always 
checking his mirrors and signaling, not to mention avoiding 
other driver’s blind spots. | like that he’s aman ona 
mission, but he’s careful about it. He’s controlled, nowhere 
near reckless, and that heightens the experience all the 
while allowing me to relax at the same time. It would seem 
the two emotions are polar opposites, but they’re not. 


It’s almost like how opposites attract, or how he tried to 
“court” me all those years by teasing me. | guess some 
things never change, but in the case of his driving it’s 
definitely for the better. 


And that’s the benefit of an experienced man, even if he’s 
still saving one very important first experience for me. 


He’s learned from his mistakes and he can admit them. He’s 
comfortable in his skin and he’s had success, because he’s 
failed. But he embraces that journey, that challenge, and 
the failure that comes with it because he knows the failure is 
nothing more than lessons to be learned. 


And each lesson brought him closer to success, which he’s 
obviously found now both in business and I’m sure hoping 
what we’ve learned about each other today leads to success 
in our personal lives as well. 


And that starts with getting very personal tonight. 
“And how do you feel about us now?” he asks. 


“I thought about that too. And it would seem like we’re 
suddenly rushing into this, when we didn’t want to rush into 
anything before. But it’s quite the opposite actually. It 
doesn’t feel like rushing at all if you feel like you’ve known 
the other person your whole life.” 


“Feel like you’ve known or have known?” 


“| felt like there was always something underneath all that 
teasing, and now I know exactly what it was.” 


“Yes you do,” he says as he downshifts and we find ourselves 
stopped in traffic which allows him to lean over and kiss me 
again as he takes my hand with his suddenly free shifting 
hand as the car idles. 


Traffic opens up and neither of us says a word as we drive 
along The 5 Freeway before he merges onto the The 14. 


California Highway 14? 


That leads inland towards Palmdale...or maybe he’s taking 
us to Vegas? 


But leaving at this time for Vegas doesn’t make sense. 
Then my mind flashes back to an old memory and | wonder 


if everything that was revealed today is about to come full 
circle. 


And it will if he takes me back to the place where everything 
started. 


CHAPTER 8 


Lucas 


The car rolls to a stop and | look over at the passenger side 
needing to get a glimpse of her face. 


“| knew it,” she says with an expression that’s truly 
priceless. She places her tiny hand on top of mine and | 
quickly change up our hand position putting my hand over 
the top of hers. That’s the way it works. I’m bigger, 
stronger, and |’m her protector. 

Just like I’m going to be tonight out here at Vasquez Rocks. 
| spent the afternoon buying a tent and then rushing out 
here and setting it up, and there it sits still perfectly 
constructed. 

But of course it does. 


“What was that?” she says as we step out of the car and 
hear some gravel turn over in the distance. 


“That..would be Jeff.” 
“Who's Jeff?” 


“A friend of mine who kept an eye on our campsite until we 
arrived.” 


“You hired someone to keep an eye on the campsite?” 


“You know l'Il do anything when it comes to your safety... 
and the safety of my unborn children.” 


She looks at me with big eyes, like she’s not sure what she 
just heard. 


“Yeah, that’s right. | said it. Our children.” 

She doesn’t say anything, just skips around the fire pit | 
built and then skips right over to me and throws herself into 
my arms. 

“Thank you. This is perfect. This is... us.” 

“I thought about a nice hotel on the beach in Malibu or even 
a room in Vegas or a quick flight to San Francisco...there 


were seats available.” 


“But you knew I’d want to plop down and take a seat right 
next to this campfire, didn’t you?” 


| nod. “Remember when your parents were out of town and 
Paul ‘had’ to bring you out here that night while the football 
team partied in the desert.” 

“And where | got teased relentlessly for being out here.” 
“But it was his only choice. He couldn’t leave you.” 

“But all the teasing?” 

“| took care of that later” 


“| heard,” she says. 


“You did?” 


“It’s not important now. What’s important is us.” 

| pop the tops on two Corona bottles, handing her one and 
keeping the other for myself We cheers and then plop down 
in our lawn chairs and wait for the sky to start turning all 
shades of pink and blue at sunset. 


“| love this,” she says. “These lawn chairs. These beers. 
You've upgraded your choice by the way.” 


“Natty Light isn’t exactly the most romantic choice, 
although it’s perfect for a football team.” 


“Well, it’s not. No child of mine is going to drink when 
they’re underage.” 


“Or date until they’re thirty,” | say and we both laugh and 
clink our bottles to that. 


“What’s that?” she says. 
“Probably just some coyotes,” | say. 
“Coyotes?” she says with a concerned look. 


“Don’t worry, they won’t come close, plus Jeff’s out there 
keeping an eye out.” 


“Jeff’s still here?” 


“You think we were going to just crawl up in that tent and go 
to sleep tonight? Out here in the desert? Haven’t you seen 
Breaking Bad? Weird stuff and weird people are out in the 
desert.” 


“You're right,” she says as she scoots her lawn chair right 
next to mine. “And we’re the two weirdest.” 


“We did have a weird start to all of this, didn’t we?” 


“We did, but it doesn’t matter where we start, it’s where we 
finish.” 


“And our personal security guard will make sure no animals 
or people get in the way of our animalistic behavior that’s 
going to come later” 

“Later?” 

“Yeah, you know.” 

“That already happened a long time ago.” 


“Come again?” | ask. 


“| saw you checking for snakes when we arrived. Well 
buddy, you forgot to check the most obvious place.” 


“Where’s that?” 

“Your pants! You think | missed that anaconda which keeps 
popping up lately? Seems like every time you see me your 
pet snake makes an appearance.” 

“You know you can pet him... but he might spit at you.” 


“Gross!” 


“Hey, you’re the one who said | was immature.” 


“There was nothing immature about the size of that thing if 
my eyesight serves me right.” 


“It did, and don’t worry...this snake will only ever crawl in 
one hole... yours.” 


“Lucas! You’re ruining the moment,” she says as the sun 
starts to set and is covered in streaks of bright pink. 


“Okay, | figured since we were out here | could go with a few 
more high school jokes. We are reliving our past tonight, 
aren't we?” 


“We are, but we’re coming full circle, right? And that means 
letting that past go.” 


“That’s exactly why | brought you here, to bury our past and 
to get started on our future.” 


She looks over at me and | take her hand, looking deep in 
her eyes and seeing a kind of peacefulness come over 
them. A kind of knowing that everything is going to be all 
right... more than alright actually Perfect. 


Perfect because now we’re together like we were always 
mean to be. 


We both look back out towards the sunset and watch as the 
sky continues to change. 


“It’s so beautiful,” she says. 
“But not as beautiful as you,” | say. 


She leans over in her lawn chair and we cuddle as best we 
can. 


| feel my erection bulging like never before and as the last of 
the colors in the sky change to the blue of night | Know it’s 
time to make her mine. 


| stand up, scooping her up in my arms and placing our 
bottles down on the ground. We'll get them in the morning, 
and we still have time around the campfire later. 


But | can’t wait any longer for what needs to happen next. 


The need to make her mine forever. 


CHAPTER 9 


Paisley 
I'd heard the word “glamping” before, but the idea of 
combining the words glamour and camping seemed pretty 
far fetched. 
Until | stepped inside his tent. 
What looked pretty simple and understated from the outside 
was anything but on the inside. The roof of the tent was so 
high we could both stand up completely. 
And the bed? This wasn’t just some old sleeping bag you 
borrow from your friend’s friend’s friend who has to dig it out 
of an attic. 
This was some super high end down lined Patagonia version 
that was made for a small army and underneath it was an 
inflatable...| lift the sleeping bag... yep, memory foam 
inflatable mattress. 
“Are you kidding me?” 
“The best that money could buy.” 


“I'd say so.” 


“| wanted this to happen here, but no way did | want this to 
be the high school version of camping.” 


“So this it that glamping I’ve heard about.” 


“Glamping on steroids | hope.” 


“| should say so, not to mention we’ve got a Porsche parked 
outside our tent. We’re such goofballs.” 


“I was going for the Town & Country magazine photo shoot 
of one of those five thousand dollar a night spreads they 
have in Botswana where wild elephants practically come 
right up to your mosquito net and eat bananas right out of 
your hand while lions lay at the foot of your bed guarding 
you from those Cape buffalo... minus all the wild animal 
parts.” 


“Well, it looks like you’re a wild animal,” | say patting his 
groin area and for the first time realizing just how big he 
really is down there. 


“That’s what you do to me. You bring out the beast.” 


His hand finds the small of my back as he quickly untucks 
my top. We’d both ditched out jackets long ago, which 
allows me to tug at his white button down shirt as well. 


These sleek office clothes make no sense at the campsite 
and we’re both in a hurry to get out of them. 


“Do you have a change of clothes for me?” | ask. 


“For tomorrow, yes. | picked up a few things. But once we 
start we’re not going to need clothes for the rest of the 
night.” 


“Good ” | say as | lift my arms high allowing him to remove 
my top. He quickly unbuttons his shirt and | push it back 
from his arms. 


Even though it’s dark outside there’s enough moonlight 
coming in, and even a skylight in the tent, that allows me to 
see his body. It’s the first time I’ve seen him with his shirt 
off in years, but | haven’t forgotten just how much | missed 
it. 


The curves and ridges of his muscles quickly come back to 
me. There’s a saying about muscle memory for athletes, but 
right now I’m the one with muscle memory as | look at his 
tight, thick, torso up and down remembering what it used to 
do to me and now | finally get to lay my hands on it. 


| place my hands on his chest and feel my panties dampen 
immediately. His body is the same as it was, but it’s just 
bigger, bulkier, thicker, more manly. If he had a swimmer’s 
body in high school now he has more of a football player’s 
body. 


But no matter what kind of body he has it’s not his anymore, 
it’s mine all mine. 


Just as mine is his. 


| run my hands up and over his massive shoulders gripping 
each shoulder feeling their thickness. They’re just as hard 
as the big stone formations out here at Vasquez Rocks...the 
place where Hollywood has turned to multiple times to film 
iconic scenes. 


But the movie we’re about to make is only for our memories, 
and our own viewing. 


And this is a memory I’m never going to forget. 


He kicks off his shoes and then slides out of his slacks as his 
underwear snaps forward as his dick clears the fabric of his 
trousers. 


| kick my heels to the side of the tent and immediately I’m a 
few inches shorter, but it makes me feel even more 
womanly, more feminine, more perfect. 


And he only multiplies that feeling when the second I’ve slid 
my skirt down he slides his hands under my ass lifting me 
into the air. 


| wrap my legs around his waist as he cups my ass with one 
hand and unhooks my bra with his other. 


As my breasts fall free | hear a feral groan from deep within 
his belly as it makes its way up and exits somewhere 
through his throat, his mouth still shut. 


But one look at my nipples and his mouth opens coming 
down hard on them, causing my back to arch as | press my 
chest deeper into his mouth. 


| hear a popping sound as his mouth comes off of one nipple 
and finds the other, before it comes off again finding my 
mouth. 


We kiss hard as he gently rolls one rock hard nipple in- 
between his forefinger and thumb. 


“Always teasing me, aren’t you?” | joke, as | want him so bad 
right now. 


“Do it wrong and it will get a guy in the doghouse. Do it 
right and it’s called foreplay and it will get you... something 
else,” he says in-between devouring my mouth. 


“And you certainly are doing it right,” | say as his grip on my 
ass tightens and my elbows find his shoulders and my hands 
clasp behind his head. “But I| don’t need much to get to 
where | want to go.” 


“I'll take you there right now,” he says as he leans forward 
carefully positioning me down on the sleeping bag before 
unzipping it and allowing me to spread out on top of the 
fluffy down, breathable fabric. 


| had no idea camping could be so luxurious, comfortable, 
and fantasy fulfilling, but it’s just that when his lips kiss 
their way down my middle and his big, calloused fingers find 
my panties, jerking them down my sides. 


Working outside all day must have turned this lawyer’s 
hands hard, and | sure do like the contrasting parts of him 
right now _There’s the big, burly outdoorsman that turns me 
on, coupled with the sexy, successful businessman who has 
all the toys as evidenced by the gunmetal gray Porsche 
parked outside the tent. 


And coupled is how we’re going to stay forever. 


| feel his tongue glide along the ridge where my leg 
connects to my torso and then do the same on the other 
side. 


“This area is shaped like a heart and I’ve licked two sides of 
it,” he says. “And now I’m going to lick from the bottom all 
the way up to the top... right through the—” 


“Middle,” | moan as his tongue splits my folds and my 
fingers curl around the sleeping bag as my fingernails dig 
into the mattress below it. 


When his tongue finds my clit he licks over it and then drags 
the underside of the tip of his tongue around it clockwise 
and then counterclockwise. 


| look down through my legs and see the tenacity on his face 
as his mouth comes off me, a line of my juices still 
connected to his lips and | can’t help but whimper and throw 
my head right back again. 


“The tip of my tongue tells me you’re oh so sweet... but | 
already knew that.” He pauses breathing in deep, his nose 
no more than an inch from my pussy as | feel the breath of 
his words coat my wetness in his hot, humid words. “But the 
side of my tongue, the taste buds over there...they tell me 
you’re salty, as in you're sweating, as in your heartbeat is 
elevated and you’re pumping blood like you’re hot, like 
you're being worked out in the desert,” he says. 


“Oh you've worked it out all right. You found the spot.” 


“This one,” he says taking my nub in his mouth and moving 
it around in a figure eight motion. 


“Uh huh!” | whimper The desert is cool at night and there’s 
plenty of air circulating in this tent from the front entrance 
and the top, but it’s suddenly getting hot as hell in here. 


“Or this one,” he says, releasing my clit and sending his 
tongue diving deep inside me as my walls open to receive 
him as he tunnels for my spot, but my walls won’t allow it as 
they clamp down on his wetness and | feel a wave rush over 
me from the inside. 


“Yah,” | whimper I can’t even speak the last times I’ve tried, 
only just short exhales with forced noises are substitutes for 


real words... but no words can describe what happens next as 
my entire body tightens and my abdominals contract so 

hard my torso comes flying forward as my juices fly out of 
me and into his mouth as | hear the sound of him lapping up 
every last bit. My eyes are bulging but | see nothing until | 
look down at him only to see the thirst on his face as he 
swallows everything | have to give with a devious look on his 
face that says, “Yes, | did that and I’m going to do it again.” 


And he does, as | feel a second wave come right after the 
first and his mouth stays connected to me as he gulps up 
everything | have to give before my muscles draw back, 
relaxing, and | fall flat on my back. 


“Oh my, god. Oh...my...god.” | say still trying to catch my 
breath and process the unprocessable. What just 
happened? 


| feel his hands on my thighs as he spreads my legs open as 
he mounts me. 


“I can’t wait any longer. I’ve tasted your sweetness and now 
| have to have you,” he says. 


“Take me,” | say, but what I really mean is for him to take me 
again because he just had me...had me in the palm of his 
hand and made me move, made me wiggle, made me 
squirm, and made me feel pleasure at the will of his 
command. By the technique of his tongue. 


“Tell me your mine forever,” he says. 
“I'm yours. Now, forever, always.” 


“And this is yours... forever,” he says running the head of his 
cock through my folds. My hips press up willing his cock 


into me, but he pulls his hips back not giving it to me yet. 


“You understand what this means? No going back. This is 
you and me together until the end of time.” 


“| know. | want that.” 


“And | want you and now | will have you,” he says and his 
cock slides back up my folds but this time when it finds my 
opening it slides forward opening my walls and causing my 
eyes to open wide with it. 


“Oh yeah. Right there. Right there,” | say as he slowly 
enters me before stopping. “You're so big, so thick.” 


“And you're so perfect,” he says as he leans in and kisses me 
on the forehead, but there will be no return kiss. Not right 
now. I’m completely lost with an empty head, all | have right 
now is the way | feel and | feel everything. It’s like every 
single nerve ending from the bottom of my feet to the tip of 
my scalp feel sensations, but it’s the nerve endings in my 
pussy that radiate it outward through my body. 


| saved myself all these years for this and am | ever glad | 
did. I’ve never felt anything like this in my life, not even 
close, and as his hips slide back and his shaft glides along 
my walls I feel that sensation heighten, quickly looking for 
another peak. 


His midsection moves back until just the head of his dick is 
still inside me and all | can think about is getting more of 
him back in me, owning me, taking me, making me his 
deeper and deeper. 


My hands come up and grab hard onto his hips as my 
fingernails dig into his skin willing him back inside me and 


he doesn’t make me wait as his cock slowly inches its way 
back inside me but this time finding a deeper spot as my 
forearms flex trying to hold him in place right there. 


But he’s way too big for me sliding back and then | guide 
him in again, but really | know that he’s the one in control 
and my attempts to move him in and out of me are only 
imaginary. He wanted to make me his and that’s exactly 
what he’s doing. 


“| want this to last, but | can’t promise you anything 
anymore. Anything is fair game at this point.” 


“Take me. Take me how you want me.” 


“You don’t want to see how I want you. You’re not ready for 
that,” he says. 


“I'm ready for more than you know. I know your feel passion 
for me, and | know | want to see it...see it all. Take me. 
Show me how badly you want me.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“I'm positive,” | say as he continues to move in and out of 
me in rhythm. 


“But are you ready?” 
“I'm ready,” | say. 
He breathes in deep and exhales hard. Then he does it 


again, only breathing in deeper with his nostrils flaring more 
and his exhale expelling even harder. 


The last inhale is way more pronounced than even the first 
two, but this time he holds the oxygen in his lungs. 


As he exhales he thrusts inside me and all hell breaks loose 
as my body suddenly feels like a rag doll bouncing off the 
mattress as he grabs me by the hips and takes me like a 
man possessed. 


Feeling how much he wants me... feeling his force... his 
desire...his passion, makes me feel even more satisfied and 
more like a woman desired and it pushes me to the brink 
again. 


Is it possible that l'Il climax again before he even reaches his 
release for the first time. 


“Uhhh,” he moans in a deep, gravelly pitch as his hips drive 
into me and his cock opens me even deeper with each thrust 
until | feel the head of his cock find my spot and then it’s all 
over. The wave forms again and my inner ocean forms a 
wave that comes crashing down on his cock and then 
covering it just like the sea where it meets the shore. 


“Fuck!” he moans and | feel his thrusting stop and his cock 
jerks wildly inside me as my walls clamp his rod down and 

his warm gift fills me not once, but twice, before my pussy 

milks his dick for every last drop of his seed. 


| look up at him as he’s hovering over the top of me and feel 
his grip on my hips fade. 


“Oh fuck,” he says and he leans in and kisses me hard on 
the mouth before he pulls away his mouth and nose trying 
to find all the air it can get wedged into the side of my 
sweaty neck and long hair but that’s no place to be fora 
man deprived of oxygen right now. 


| watch his big chest rise and fall horizontally and his belly 
suck in and out as his body pleads for air before he collapses 
on top of me causing the mattress to bounce. 


He slowly rolls to the side of me and puts his hands behind 
his head still trying to catch his breath, as | do the same. 


Finally after all these years we’re on the same page... exactly 
the same. 


“That was...in-cred-i-ble,” | say, pronouncing out each 
syllable. 


“You're fucking incredible,” he says in-between breaths. “I’d 
kiss you right now, but | need to keep my mouth open to get 
air You literally took my breath away.” 

“And you mine.” 

“If this was one of those romantic tragedies of years ago, 
some Shakespeare thing, I’d hold my breath and die right 
now the happiest man on the planet.” 

“Don’t do that!” | say rolling to face him. 

“Are you kidding me? I’m going to spend the rest of my life 
trying to top this moment, not just for me, but for you. We 
may never do it but we’re damn sure going to have fun 
trying.” 

“Yes we will,” | say. 


“And we're going to make a big ol’ family in the process.” 


“That too,” | say. 


“Because we may be two now, but after what just 
happened...the way our bodies just connected and became 
one...| know we're gonna be three really really soon.” 


| take his hand and put it on my belly. 
“Rub it for good luck.” 


“I'll rub it, but | don’t need good luck...not when I’ve got 
you.” 


He rubs my stomach and he rolls over to me and we kiss 
softly It’s the romantic calm after the feral storm and the 
night is still young. 


We may be surrounded by coyotes and other wild predators 
but the most dangerous and most feral of them all is right 
next to me, and | know this one is looking forward to a 
nocturnal hunt that lasts until sunrise...and beyond. 


CHAPTER 10 


Paisley 
One week later 


After that night at Vasquez Rocks, Lucas and | are 
inseparable. We go everywhere together and do everything 
together. 


We're settling cases left and right, making money together 
by day, and doing our best to make a baby by night. 


For all we know I’m already pregnant, but it’s still too early 
to take a test although | feel something inside me that I’ve 
never felt before. 


But it might not be a baby. It might just be true love. 


The way I love him and the way he loves me back gives me 
butterflies. We’re zooming around Los Angeles by night in 
his fancy Porsche, having fancy dinner only to rush home for 
our own special kind of dessert. 


The only thing I’m missing is the glass of wine with my meal, 
which he refuses to let me even sip as he’s positive I’m 
already pregnant. But he reminds me we're in this and 
everything, together as he orders sparkling water or other 
non-alcoholic beverages with his meal too. He’s not drinking 
any alcohol if I’m not, plus we're not big drinkers in the first 
place so it doesn’t feel like we’re missing out on much 
anyways. 


But a nice glass of wine with the sunset would be nice, 
although I’d never trade it for the feeling of cuddling up in 
his arms and watching the sunset that way. I’m drunk on 
this crazy little thing called love and | can’t wait until 
tonight when he surprises me again. After taking me toa 
new place every single night I start to wonder when he’s 
going to run out of ideas, but he tells me he’s got enough to 
last a lifetime... plus with me by his side he’s getting more 
work done and making more money so the world is our 
oyster If we keep going at this right we can franchise the 
name, Lovers Legal, and collect the fees while we take our 
soon to be family around the world experiencing the best of 
everything. 


Lovers Legal is the perfect name for a family law office and 
our story, although not planned, is the perfect sales pitch. 
While most couples that need legal advice go from love to 
not being so much in love, we went from enemies to lovers. 
And that’s a big part of our business. We want to include 
more counseling for couples in the hopes that they don’t use 
our services. Yes, really We’d rather turn away some 
business at this point and see the world as a happier place. 


And that’s a big admission that Lucas made to me. He was 
never really sure how to process romantic thoughts as his 
parents split up when he was young and then he became a 
divorce attorney, more or less. He saw a lot of the negative 
sides of romance and he thinks that’s what resorted to him 
teasing me for so long, even as a child. 


This is LA., and it is fashionable to have a therapist, but 
that’s the last thing on our minds. We just talked through 
some of our “ah-ha” moments in order to better understand 
the crazy way that lead us from enemies, although not 
really, to friends, and then quickly to lovers. | guess 


enemies to lovers isn’t just some romance troupe... it’s real. 
We're living proof. 


But when | get a call from the front desk telling me a Paul 
Parsons is downstairs | know I’m going to soon need another 
kind of proof 


That this is all real. If that’s what Paul is here for 


A few minutes later he’s of out the elevator and entering our 
offices. 


“Paul,” | say as | stand to greet him. 
“Hey sis. Is Lucas around?” 


“He went to go meet with a client real quick. He’s just 
across the street if it’s urgent.” 


“I was hoping to speak with you actually,” he says and | feel 
a lump in my throat. Paul knows me too well and he must 
have sensed something was up. “Know when he'll be back?” 
“Maybe about a half an hour or so?” 


“That’s plenty of time. | only need five minutes.” 


| look at him and he looks at me, then it hits me I haven’t 
offered him a seat. 


“Sorry, would you like to sit down?” 


“If it took you that long to even think that thought then 
you're already further along than | thought.” 


“Further along?” 


“You're head is in the clouds. I’ve sensed it this past week. 
And when | speak with Lucas it’s the same. It doesn’t take a 
genius to figure out what’s going on here.” 


| just stand there. I’m not going to lie, and especially not to 
my brother. But as long as he’s respectful l'Il let him say 
what he’s come to say. 


“Why are you here then?” 


“I'm just here to say that Lucas is a charming guy, and he is 
my best friend.” 


“Is that why you’re here behind his back?” 


“But you're my sister, and no matter what | believe that 
blood is thicker than water.” 


| fold my arms across my chest. He’s got a point, but in my 
mind Lucas already is my blood, just as my brother is. 


“Sis, all l'm saying is to be careful. You’re young. | don’t 
want to see you get hurt.” 


“I’m young, but I’m observant. And I can read people and | 
know what I’m doing. And you might be my brother, and | 
appreciate you looking out for me, but I’m okay.” 


He takes a step back and raises his palms to me. “I’m sorry 
if | came off that way. That’s not what | was going for. | just 
wanted to say what | said and that’s all. It’s probably best if 
| go.” 


“Even better if you stay,” | hear a voice boom behind me. “1 
walked them through it. No divorce. The meeting ended 


sooner than we thought.” | turn as | feel Lucas’ hand on my 
shoulder and watch as he nods at my brother. “Paul.” 


“Lucas.” 


They just stare at each other for a few seconds and then a 
few seconds becomes more like ten...then fifteen, before 
finally Lucas says, “We're in a good place right now, Paul. 
This makes a lot of sense for both of us. We’ve both talked 
about the past, but more importantly we're looking forward 
to the future. | acted immaturely before, but | know why. 

It’s because | was in love with your sister and for a number 
of reasons | didn’t know how to handle it...but now! do. And 
| Know you’re here in good faith. You know me better than 
anybody and as Paisley’s brother it’s your job to keep an eye 
out for her | respect that and appreciate it, actually. | really 
do. And you've done a great job up until this point, but | can 
promise you...|’ve got it from here.” 


Wow, Lucas’ maturity and words just blow me away, and if 
Paul did come here looking for an argument he’s certainly 
been disarmed. But! don’t think that is why he came here. 
| think he truly did it out of love, and | do appreciate that. 


But what | appreciate even more is Lucas stepping up and 
telling his best friend he'll be my protector from now on. 
He'll be the one who'll watch over me and make sure 
everything’s okay. It’s romantic and it’s perfect. 


Except there’s one thing they’re both forgetting. 


“Uh hum,” | say clearing my throat. “Guys, I’m right here. 
This isn’t the Wild West. | can look after myself you know 
and any decisions that gets made in regards to my future 
will be made by me and me only.” 


| feel Lucas’ grip on my shoulder tighten as he pulls me in 
closer. 


“See, she’s feisty. But you already knew that,” Paul says. 


“Hey!” I say, but it’s too late as Lucas holds me tight and 
kisses me on top of my head and the two of them start 
laughing. | don’t want to, but | can’t resist. 


It is pretty funny and it’s okay. | know they both respect me 
and my decisions as an adult and there’s no point in getting 
worked up about a little teasing anymore... especially when 
it comes from a place of love. 


“See why | love her so much,” Lucas says. 

“We all do,” Paul says. 

And the three of us hug and | feel like our journey in some 
ways IS now complete... but in the most important ways it’s 
just beginning. 

Because now we’ve found love and when mixed with a little 
ribbing from your family there’s nothing that makes life 


more fun and keeps us all more grounded. 


Even if Lucas is so tall | swear the top of his head scrapes the 
clouds. 


And that’s where | know he’s going to keep my head... up in 
the clouds forever. 


As he does everything to show me just how special | am to 
him. 


And | do the same for him. 


As we grow our family business and our family together 
always. 


“| love you,” he says. 

“| love you,” | say. 

And we seal it with a kiss. 

“Did you guys ever think of franchising this whole Lover’s 
Legal thing,” Paul says. “You’ve found some kind of 
romantic magic that | think you can bottle up and package 


into a nice product.” 


“Paul!” Lucas says. “The reason we found that romantic 
magic is that we found each other.” 


“And the best things in life can’t be bought or sold,” | say. 
“But yeah...we’ve been talking about that actually.” 


We all laugh and everything is perfect with the three of us, 
just how life is supposed to be. 


EPILOGUE 


Paisley 
One year later 


“So let me get this straight,” Jo-Anne, the host of the Good 
Morning New York City telecast asks us. “You two were 
enemies, and mortal enemies at that, and then you became 
friends, and now you’re lovers?” 


Lucas leans forward and smirks. God, he’s so sexy when he 
does that. “We kind of just skipped the friendship part and 
went straight to lovers, but yeah... that’s it.” 


The crowd laughs, applauds, and a few people act shocked. 
“But we're definitely best friends now,” he says. 
“And you just had your first baby?” Jo-Anne, asks us. 


“We did. Thank you,” I say. “Lachlan and he’s three months 
now.” 


“He’s so adorable!” Lori, Jo-Anne’s co-host says as she 
reaches for Lachlan in my lap. | feel Lucas’ grip on my hand 
tighten, his protective and possessive instincts kicking in, 
but then | hear a small exhale and realize he’s getting 
better There are times to stand up and be the alpha and 
there are times to go with the flow. On live television with 
two wonderful ladies who have been interviewing guests for 
years is definitely not the time for daddy to flex his muscles. 


“Thank you,” we both say at the same time. 

“And the three of you flew out here?” Lori asks. 

“We drove actually,” I say. “Or should | say Lucas drove.” 
“All the way from LA.?” 

“All the way,” Lucas says. “We read about childhood 
memories and some research that says most kids will 
eventually forget almost all their memories they had of 
things that happened before the age of three, but we 
decided it was time to start making memories anyways.” 
“And with this age of camera phones, and video recorders, 
and all those great gadgets for families you can always show 
the pictures and videos back to little Lachlan here when he’s 
older So he doesn’t really have to remember,” Jo-Anne says. 
“Exactly!” | say. 

“So what brings you to New York?” Lori says. 

“| hear you’re here to promote your new legal service, that if 
| understand this correctly, is less of a legal service and 
more of a way for you to...lose business? Surely | don’t 
understand this right.” 


“Actually...that’s right,” | begin with a smile. “We're a little 
bit crazy.” 


“Or just a lot in love,” Lucas says. 


“Awww,” both ladies say in unison. 


“That’s right. We know there’s too much divorce in the 
world as it is and we’d rather see people stay together than 
split apart.” 


“That’s beautiful,” Jo-Anne says. 


Lucas jumps in and explains how we're franchising Lovers 
Legal and how the whole thing works. | love that he’s 
actually trying to keep couples together... he’s really trying. 
But on the flip side he’s completely transparent that we'll 
get a fee for all the business that we send to the marriage 
counselors that we work with. And the fee is a lot less than 
we could make if we just got really aggressive and chased 
after assets in big divorce proceedings. But that’s not what 
we're all about. 


Lucas said he learned to love when he learned to be honest 
with himself about his feelings for me. And he wants other 
men, and women, to experience the same kind of joy he’s 
now experiencing, when he learned to put his past behind 
him and focus on the positive parts of human relationships... 
whether that be with the woman he loves, me, or anyone in 
life. 


But as | watch Lucas speak it’s clear that in no way has he 
become soft. He’s still got that deep, rocky voice. His back 
is still as stiff as a board and straight as a nail from all that 
working out he does. And he’s a big man with big 
ambitions, and the best part is that we get to accomplish 
them side by side. 


And by side by side | mean the three of us. 


In the middle of speaking | watch his eyes quickly dart to 
Lachlan as he lets loose the cutest of yawns, causing Lucas 


to smile, and continue right along with his words to the TV 
hosts. 


And it’s best that he’s the one speaking. 


He’s showing the world that you can still be a “real man” 
while showing and telling the world that you love nothing 
more than one woman and your family at the same time 
And that’s what he is...our alpha. Our leader And his love 
and leadership extend right down the line. 


And there will be nothing more beautiful than watching him 
inspire and instill those same qualities in Lachlan...and the 
rest of our boys and girls, as our family continues to grow. 


And | know it will because he’s promised me it will and even 
a year after our first time together and nine months after our 
wedding he still can’t keep his hands off me. 


And when he chases after me, for some “strange” reason | 
always seem to trip and fall like those girls in scary movies. 
Or my heel breaks, or any other excuse | can think up. 


Because it’s fun to be hunted by the alpha, but it’s always 
even more fun to get caught. ;) 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Lucas 
Ten years later 


“Explain to me what happened, Lachlan,” the principal says 
to my son. 


“Declan called Jessica a bad name so | told Declan he should 
apologize. He said no sol told him if he feels bad he can tell 
me and I'll tell Jessica for him.” 


The principal shoots a confused look to Declan as Jessica, 
Jessica’s parents, Declan, and Declan’s parents look on. 


“Because my dad explained to me how me... me-di-ation,” 
his says sounding it out syllable by syllable, “works and | 
wanted to try to me-di-ate what was happening.” 


The principal, Mrs. Goodknight, steeples her fingers and 
then leans back in her chair. 


“Declan.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Is this true?” 
“Yes ma’am.” 


“And what did you do?” 


“I called Lachlan a bad word.” 
“And what did Lachlan do?” 


“He said | could call him all the bad words | want, but | can’t 
call Jessica bad words any more.” 


“And what did you do?” 

Declan says nothing. 

“Declan?” 

“| called Jessica a bad word.” 
“And what did Lachlan do then?” 


“He tackled me and held me down until the recess teacher 
came and tried to pull him off of me.” 


“And then what happened?” 


“The recess teacher had to wait for another teacher because 
Lachlan is so big.” 


“Did Lachlan hurt you?” 
“Not really.” 
“What do you mean, ‘not really’?” 


“| mean he just held me down. He was rough, but he didn’t 
hurt me.” 


Mrs. Goodknight leans forward in her chair and surveys the 
faces of all the children and us parents. 


But | only see her looking out of the corner of my eye, 
because I’m focused on my boy. 


Lachlan is staring straight ahead, looking right at Mrs. 
Goodknight, ready for any punishment he might receive. 
He’s ready like a man. Like a young man who stood up fora 
girl and has no problems accepting any “consequences.” 


And I'm proud of him. And no matter what Mrs. Goodknight 
says, there won’t be any consequences at home. Asa 
matter of fact I’m going to reward him this weekend with a 
fishing trip. We don’t promote violence at our house or 
being a bully either, but Lachlan did use his size and 
strength to his advantage in a way that helped someone 
who was being picked on. And he didn’t hurt the other boy 
either He did all he could and | think he did a darn good job 
considering the consequences. 


And | like that he just held him down until the adults arrived, 
and | have to admit | find it pretty cool that it took two to get 
him off Declan. Declan’s not going to forget this day 
anytime soon, and more importantly | hope he doesn’t forget 
this lesson. 


“Could everyone step outside,” Mrs. Goodknight says, “with 
the exception of Lachlan and Mr. Lovers.” 


The other two children and their parent’s file out of the 
principal’s office and we wait to hear what the principal has 
to say. 


Either way there’s going to be a lesson learned here today. 
If we get a result we’re not happy with it will be an 


experience in teaching Lachlan that things don’t always go 
your way, even when you have the best of intentions...and 
even if your actions may have been the best at that 
moment. 


But the good thing is my wife and | specifically picked this 
school because of Mrs. Goodknight. She’s a throwback to an 
older time, and she doesn’t take kindly to disrespect, 
bullying, or especially to inappropriate treatment to women, 
or in this case girls. 


“Lachlan,” she beings. “What am I going to do with you?” 
“Ma’am?” he says. 


“The word ‘knight’ is part of my last name, but it seems the 
title is more fitting for the young boy who sits in front of me 
now than it is for me. What you did out there,” she pauses 

and | watch as her lower lip quivers. “That’s what | want all 
the boys in our school to do, and to be honest | couldn’t be 

more proud of you.” 


“Yes, ma'am.” 


“And Mr. Lovers, | just want to commend you on raising such 
a fine son.” 


“Thank you, Mrs. Goodknight, and l'Il be sure to pass it along 
to my wife. She’s the matriarch of our family and the one 
who deserves the credit.” 


“Excellent. And please tell her | can’t wait to see her at the 
next parent teacher conference,” she says. 


Md H n 
| will. 


“Now gentleman, in a world full of brutes and barbarians you 
two do stand out like the utmost of gentleman and | mean 
that as a compliment, please carry on about your day. I’m 
sorry to have wasted your time.” 


“Not at all, Mrs. Goodknight,” | say and we stand and move 
towards the door. 


“And, Mr. Lovers?” 

“Yes, ma'am,” | say. 

“Could you please ask Declan and his parents to step back 
inside? If they’re not going to raise that boy up right then | 
guess l'Il make it my personal responsibility to do it for 
them.” 


“Yes, ma'am,” | say and | smile. 


| look down and see my son is smiling too and | run my 
hands on the top of his freshly cut hair. 


My little guy is doing the right thing and I couldn’t be more 
proud. 


We step outside of the office and | relay the news to Declan 
and his parents. They say nothing, but step inside. 


We're not fifteen feet down the hallway, when I hear the 
voice of a young girl. 


“Lachlan!” 


We both freeze and | turn to see little Jessica standing there 
with her parents. 


“Wait,” she says and she takes off running towards us and 
doesn’t stop until she has Lachlan in a hug. He looks 
confused but figures that he should wrap his arms around 
her too. He’s still a young boy and doesn’t know how to 
react in all situations, but what matters is he sure knew how 
to act when it counted most for Jessica. 


“Thank you,” she says and she kisses him on the cheek. She 
pulls back and looks at him and then takes off running back 
to her parents. 


They’re smiling from ear to ear and they give us a friendly 
wave, 


Lachlan waves back and | give them a quick tip of my chin 
and we're off. 


“How did that feel, son?” 

“That was...really cool,” he says. 

“That’s how girls are. When you do nice things for them 
they always find a way to be... well... really cool back... which 
is pretty cool in and of itself isn’t it?” 

“Yes, dad.” 

| rub his head again and put my hand on his shoulder. 


My little man. My blood. The first child of his mother and I. 


And my boy is doing the right thing and that makes me 
prouder than anything. 


And | know it’s going to make my wife proud too. 


And Lachlan’s two brothers and two sisters. 


We've got a good story for the dinner table tonight and 
Lachlan is for sure going to be our “Hero of the Week” which 
we award one of the kids each week, when one of them wins 
the award, we place a big gold sticker next to their name on 
the poster we have on the wall next to the fridge 


If Lachlan keeps this up we’re going to need a bigger poster 
board. 


And if all our kids keep acting this chivalrous and making 
me this proud we’re going to need a bigger house. 


Because there’s nothing | love more than watching our 
family grow together. 


And that all starts with her 


My wife. The mother of my children. My best friend. My 
lover And my life. 


She’s everything and not that she has any enemies, but if 
she did those enemies of hers would be enemies off our 
entire family. 


Because we're the Lovers. More than just in name. We're 
one for all and all for one. 


And we always side with the family Always. 


Especially when our boys act like the perfect little men and 
our girls act like the perfect little ladies. 


And with the help of my wife, and her guidance and love, 
they always do. 


Just another reason why | love her and will continue to do 
So... forever and always. 
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